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Rose had never recovered from the shock of it.
The most that she had ever expected was a local
squire, but now to be a baronet's Lady, to have a
grand house in Kensington and, above and be-
yond that, to be married to a man whose figure was
everything that her most romantic imagination
could have designed for herl Sir Pomfret was
an amiable fellow, contented with all that came
his way. He was as good a husband to her as
was in his nature. But, after the first month,
he was unfaithful, nor was he either then or later
able to conceal his infidelities. And, so evilly
does fortune arrange, Rose was designed to be
jealous. She was made for it. The more
jealous the more she loved, and the more she
loved the more jealous. Pomfret learned, as all
husbands learn, to conceal more skilfully his
private life, but the less Rose knew the more she
guessed. She was frankly a plague both to her-
self and to him. A Masquerade such as this was
designed to torture her.

Sir Pomfret's stout figure (he had come to the
Ball as Henry VIII.) soon escaped her vision.
She told herself, as, poor woman, she had told
herself a thousand times before, that * she must
permit him his pleasure/ For five minutes
she knew a sort of unhappy nobility. She was
being fine, generous, the true wife; but the five
minutes were as long as a lifetime, and soon, her
long thin neck craning (she was dressed in a
watery green and considered herself a Naiad), she
looked for him everywhere. She had come to
the Ball happy and expectant; Pomfret would